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A 
On the Death of the Reverend 


Mr. John Weekes. 


Cing Light, 
- Vita pow'rful Shades had chasd the chear- 


And the chill Horrowrs of the gloomy Night 
lavaded all the dusky Hemiſphere, 

[And fable Atoms filld the lowring Air. 

When deepeſt Silence weary Eyes did cloſe, 

| And tempted Mortals to a fot repoſe : 
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In troubled thoughts, and Dreams abrupe I lay, 
In vain retir'd from the noiſy Day. 

I wak't, and Sleepin vain I trid agen, 

For to my eyes appear'd this diſmal Scene. 
Methought I ſaw the Great Philander lie, 

His dear Irene pale, and weeping by : 

Each Face, but his, a ſ{etked Grief did wear, 
And all the Symptoms of a black Deſpair. 


The force of long Dileafſe could not controul 


The Life and vigour of his generous Soul ; 


Not all the Terrours of approaching Death 


Could force a Murmur from his parting Breath, | 
Through all the riſing Shades of Death I aw ig 
Remaining Beams of Majeſty and Awe, 


lay, 


{ 


h, 


So 


Undaunted Courage fixt, and Joy ſerene, 
And growing hopes of dawning Glory ſeen, 
As when behind an Occidental cloud 
| The Sun does all his Ev ning Luſtre ſhrowd, 
| As he deſcends down to the Weſtern Flood ; 
; Yep through the watry Veil appearing fair, 
E #.. ſcatter d Beams does gild the 

js ſcorn'd he Terrors paſt, and thoſe behind 


yielding Air: 


| Could not eclipſe the beauty of his Mind. 


| And now the dreadfulShades more thick approach, 
1 And on expiring vital Breath encroach : 
| And after all; in haſt came cloſe behind 
is Univerſal Terror of Mankind. 


The 
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The meagre I yrant ſtrait advancing nigh 


Inſulting lifts his fatal Javelin high : 
Thrice he efſay'd to ſtrike, and thrice recoil'd, 


Afraid ſuch awfulGoodnels to behold, (Gold | 
Seem'd brib'd with Virtue, tho'ne'er brib'd with) | 


The Sons of Hell with eager Joy he'd ſeize, 
(With Carnage vaſt his hungry Maw t appeaſe,) 
Whoare condemn'd, whenſpent their lateſt breath, 
To endleſs pains, and ever-living Death; 

On theſe his fierce refiſtleſs Rage he ſhows, 

By thele his vaſt extended Empire grows : 

But ſeems unwilling to releale the Juſt, 

And ſend their dying Remnants down to Duſt, 


And 
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And their refined Souls, all gay and bright, 

To the glad Realms of Joy, and endlefs Light, 
| ? Thus lingring long the King of Terrors ſtood, 
| Nor wiſht-to ſpill the Rev'rend Prophet's Bloed; 
' | Till urg'd by the Almighty's Sov'rain Hand, 
| Who over Death has abſolute Command, 
) | Into the willing Breaſt his Dart he flings, 


v | Depriv'd of all its Flames, and all its Stings. 


| He bows his head, and yields without controul, 

| And in a gentle Sigh he breath'd his Soul. : 
| The fatal Moment paſt, without relief 

| I ſunk beneath the pond'rous load of Griek. 

' The mighty Sorrows in my Boſom pent 

Impetuous roſe, too big for T ears to vent. 


From 
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From off my Head the oaudy Wreath I tore, 
Which for the dear Almeria's ſake I wore, 
By her own hands freſh twin'd not long TO 


A gelid Horror ſtruck my trembling Heart, 
And more than He I felt: the Mortal Dart. 
As when loud Thunders breaking from on high, F 

And forked Lightnings through the flaming Sky, And 
With maſly Bolts the Rocks and Mountains tear, FP. 
And fill around th' aftoniſht W orld with fear; F*) 
The Earth convulſt with hideous craſhing breaks, ind 
Recoils, and frighted to the Centre ſhakes. . pra 


So ſtarted back my Soul, 'rill now unmoy'd, 


Though oft th' efforts of angry Fate I prov'd. 


Sorrows 
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/ Sorrows on Sorrows rowl'd, and fore oppreſt 
| The finking Powers of my wounded Breaſt. 
 TTill looking uÞwards to the Radiant Skies, 
More joyous Objects met my wondring Byes. 


1 1 A Tracof Light appear ſerene, andfair, 
Ind ſhining Glory blazon'd all the Air, 
lp to the Verge of Heav'n and Chryſtal Gate, 
lic whoſe bright Entrance flaming Seraphs wait. 
ws, | nd all the way, by Heav'ns dread King's command, 
Irrang'd in cloſe and beauteous order ſtand, 

I cither ſide the numerous faithful Band, \ 

Nor dreaded they proud Lucifer's alarms ) 
Vith maſſy golden Shields, and Iucent Arms. 

B | And 
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And in the midſt, up to the bleſt Abode 

The Glorious Saint all in gay Triumph rode, 

High mounted on a gorgeous Chaript bright, 

Whoſe dazling ſplendor cruſhtthe wounded ſight: 

Caluted, as he paſs d the Heav'nly Crowd, 


With ſhouts of Joy, and Hallelyjabs loud. 


Thus through the Air, the dark confines of Hell, 


Wherethe faln Spirits,and ſwarthy Demous dwell, I 


They ſwiftly paſs'd ; while trembling far away 
Ttr Infernal Legions fled th' approach of Day: 
And mad with Envy, gnaſhing from afar, | 
They groveling proſtrate lay in pannick fear, 


Mig 


| 
And foam'd, and rag'd,and ſhook their Sngky hair. \! 


Mean | 


k 


My 


[ w 


ot: 


ell, 
yell, 


y 
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Mean while the pompous Triumph made its way 


To the fair Entrance of Eternal Day. 

Ten thouſand thouland Angel-7 rympets ſound, 

And the vaſt Realms of Heav'n all eccho'd round. *' 
My feeble Sight no longer could purſue 

The glorious Viton now beyond my View. 


This Scene a while my Sorrows did reſtrain, 
Till all the gloomy Thoughts return'd again. 
In vain, alas, I rov'd from place toplace, 
My Terrers with my flight kept equal pace, 
| wander d to a Grove, whole darkſome ſhade 


Might ſeem a fit Recels for Sorrow made - 
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Where in the midſt a Temple*great appear'd; 
With lofty Head on Dorick Pillars rear'd ; 
Whole wide and open Portals did diſplay- | 
A vaſt Aſſembly on the ſolemn Day, 
The folemn Day, when from the ſable Chair, 
With Artleſs Sighs; and with a-mournful Air, 
Divine Cleander to the Crowd addreſt, F 
With Voice,and Geſture, Paſſion deep expreſt, & | 
And ftirr'd freſh Grief in ev'ry troubled Breaſt - 
For as the vaſt and publick Loſs he ſhow'd, 
From numerous Eyes the briny Currents flow'd. 


In penſive Shades from hence retir'd I fate, | 


And thus I mourn'd inexorable Fate. 
Farewel, | 


| The bravſt, the faithful Friend I ever knew, 


And Pray'rs to Heav'n no more together ſend. 


.. [Nomore ſhall he, with nobleſt Zeal poſleſt 


CHEN 


Farewel, Farewel, the Deareſt, and the Beſt, 


From this vain World gone up to endleſs Reſt. 


Always careſling, and yet always true. 
No more ſhall I behold that chearful Face, 
Nor ſee that awful Majeſty and Grace. 


No more the charming Prophet's Voice attend, 


No more ſhall he ſad Hearts with Joy inſpire, 
Nor kindle frozen Souls with Heav'nly Fire. 


Condu& the Righteous to Eternal R eſt. 
No more ſhall he pronounce the dreadful Word, 


Nor brandith up aloftthe flaming Sword, 
The 
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The Sword of God, nor tell the Joys above, 
And all the Pleaſures of that World of Love, 
No more ſhall he the wicked Rage oppoſe, 
Nor plead the Orphansand the Widdows Cauſe; 
No more ſhall others Sorrows break his Reſt, 
No more ſhall help the In jurdand O pprelt. 
No more ſhall we in ſweet Converſes walk, 
No more of high Czleſtial Wonders talk ; 
Untill the laſt Archangel-T rump ſhall ſound, 


&« To raiſe the ſleeping Nations under Ground: 


And the Great God in flaming Vengeance come, 
To ſpeak to all the World the final Doom, 
Then may I {ee the Mighty Prophet's Face 
Witha more God-like Air, and Heav'nly Grace: 
Then 


| Yetblacker ſtill the Scene of Horrour grew, 
{ I wak't, and found the fatal Viſion true. 
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Then may Wewith redoubled Gladneſs meet, 
May I his State with loud Applauſes greet, ( 


And fit beneath the Great Philander's Feet. \ 


And now the gloomy Shades were chas't away, 


And fled apace before the coming Day : 


